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Her rod ay-pointing to th} eternal goal,
From the brute earth she frees the ardent soul;
Swift from the vulgar herd aloft she springs,
Spurns the moist clay, and soars on azure wings,

V.

Then hence with sorrows vain:

Ye Theban Muses!  elevate the strain:

Search o'er the records of immortal fame,

And high refulgent on the female line,

Imblaze in starry characters the name

Of British Caroline:

While sacred story rings with Sheba's praise,

While Berenice's virtues still inspire

The Cyrenean lyre,

And Gloriana blooms in Spenser's lays:

Thy name, great Queen, shall glow in every page,

Shall dwell in every clime, and live in every age.

When George shall go, where William went before,

And all the present world shall be no more;

When the fond factions of unjust mankind,

The mean, the mad, the envious, and the blind

Shall turn to worms and dust;

Then Time, impartial judge, that states the price

Of each man's virtue, and of each man's vice

From thy bright fame shall clear the cank'ring rust;

And Ol  the Muses ever shall be just.

VI.

But lo!  what sudden radiance gilds the skies?

JTis Gratitude descending from above,

Known by the sweetness of her dove-like eyes,

Daughter of truth and universal love!

To Henry's sacred dome she wafts along,

And on thy tomb she pours

Celestial sweets and amaranthine flowers:
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